PHILIP'S   FOURTH   REAL   LETTER
'It's got a tremendous view. Stretches of heath and then the tidal
flats of Poole Harbour, blue razors of sea cutting their way through
green weed-banks and grey mud-banks to Pooie and Wareham
and tumbled bits of New Forest to the north; with Bournemouth
and its satellites low and flat across the waters, lighting up in the
twilight. It is like old Sempack to have a window with a view that
goes away into distance beyond distance for miles and miles and
which has differences of climate, clouds or sluggish mists here and
sunshine there. "I can see thunderstorms gather and showers
pass/' he told me, "as if they were animals wandering across a
field."
c There's a Mrs. Siddon, a sort of housekeeper who can type-
write on occasion, a woman with an interesting face and a quiet
way with her - over something that smoulders. Evidently she
adores him. She has the instincts of a good nurse. There is a
charming little girl of ten or twelve about the place, with whom
Sempack is on the best of terms, w7ho belongs to her. Sempack
vouchsafed no explanations, but I have a sort of feeling that
behind the housekeeper is a story. Though he said nothing, she
dropped a phrase or so. It distressed and moved her, more than it
would move anyone who was just a common or garden paid
servant, to get him back in a broken condition. She liked me from
the outset because it was so plain I cared for him, and in the
emotion of the occasion her natural reserve gave way a little. She
has some tremendous cause for gratitude to him. She was ripe for
confidences, but I thought it wasn't my business to provoke them.
I guess and infer that somewhen she had "done something",
something pretty serious, I could imagine even a law court and
something penal -just a phrase or so of hers for that - and he had
fished her out of the mess she was left in and treated her like any
other honourable individual. Put her on her feet when she was
down and said nothing much about doing it. That may be all
imagination on my part, but anyhow our Sempack has a home,
which I never suspected; is extremely comfortable, which is still
less what I thought; is tenderly looked after and sits among a
loveliness, an English loveliness of rain and green and grey and
soft sunlight, which in its way is almost as lovely as the glorious
blaze, the stony magnificence, the vigour and strength of colour
of dear old Terragena.
CI stayed three nights there and I may go down there again if
it can be squeezed in before I come back to you. He can't write